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THERE ARE OVER ONE AND A HALF MIL- 
LION DIFFERENT CATTLE BRANDS THAT 
ARE REGISTERED IN THE GREAT WEST. 
MANY OF THESE BRANDS HAVE STOR- 
IES BEHIND THEM BUT THE MOST UN- 
USUAL ONE IS THE BRAND WITH 4-6'S. 



PEOPLE HAVE WONDERED WHAT 
THE STORY WAS BEHIND THIS 
QUARTET OF G'S, EVEN THE 
COWBOYS WHO RODE AND BRAND 
ED Ti:E CATTLE ON THE VAST 
RANCH OF FOUR 6'S. 





AND AFTER RAISING 
AND .RE-RAISING THE 
FOT WHICH WAS PRETTY 
SIZEABLE BY NOW. HE SHOWED 
HIS HAND WHICH CONTAINED FOUR 
6'S. WITH THIS MONEY BURNETT 
600SHTA 2<X|O0O ACRE RANCH IN 
TEXAS, AND TO THIS DAY YOU'LL 
SEE CATTLE WITH THIS BRAND. 



THE STORY WAS TOLD RECENTLY 
THE YEAR WAS ABOUT 1900, BURK 
BURNETT WHO HAD A FONDNESS FOR 
POKER, WAS PLAYINS HIS FAVORITE 
SAME IN THE BACK" OF THE TOWN SA- 
LOON, THE STARES WERE HIGH- 
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THIS PLACE IS &ETTIN& TO BE 
PftETTY TAME MTH THE LIKES 0' THEM 
CO^IN'HERE.' 
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VOL) MEN SURRENDER 
OR WE >LL KILL fOU / r— COME AND I 
J e — 



I'VE GOT 
BETTER 
IDEA. 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 





T~ YOU UWIT A ""^ 






[ HAIRCUT DOWT VOU 


■mv^ vnm 


^Hflppy ?? ^^/ 






(nope! V' " V 




?r>^_^-^^-*-^ ^P 


~~iw7m 


' njeu <^^H 


( l £r^r^f 


i?U^~ 


^¥ 




)) /y ^ 


r^^Wpl, 


// / 
5^7 y \ 




i\ -^^kln^HP 













COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 



QUFEN T 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 





^m^^mm»M^ 



COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 



DENVER MUDD 

BUSHEY BARNS 
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Sends 6 
Shots 



The young man crossing Corbin City's main 
street could hardly have been rhore than twenty- 
two. He was about five feet ten, weighed 140 
pounds. His friendly pale blue eyes contrasted 
well with his auburn hair. He was dressed in 
i buckskin shirt, with black trousers, the ends 
of which were tucked into high hand-tooled 
leather boots. His destination was the "White 
Elephant," the town's leading drinking ' and 
gambling establishment. He entered the place 
and spoke to the bartender. 

"Where can I find Frank Barons?" The bar- 
tender, without uttering a word, pointed to a 
door above which read a sign, "Private." The 
young man walked over to it and knocked. 
"Come in," said a heavy voice. He entered and 
in front of him was a heavy set middle aged 
man with narrow gray eyes. 

"Better come back later, son," suggested 
Frank Barons. "Expect an important visitor." 
"You expect me," was the reply. "I am 
Joshiah Lemell." Barons betrayed his amaze- 
ment as he stared at his visitor. "Why I 
thought you were . . ." but he didn't finish 
the words. Joshiah finished them for him. 
". . .a much older man." That relieved the 
tension and the two laughed. 

"I received your letter at Virginia City. 
Your offer looks good. I'll work for you for 
two months at $200 a week. I'm a special U.S. 
Deputy Marshal so there is no need of becom- 
ing a deputy sheriff. You won't have any 
trouble here." ■ 

"One thing I want to clear up in my mind. 
What's air this I hear about you not carrying a 
gun?" asked Frank Barons. Joshiah laughed. 
"It's true. This town has an anti-gun ordinance. 
Going to enforce it. If you don't carry a gun, 
you can't kill the other fellow." 

"Just one question and then you're on my 
payroll. If someone came in and started to 
blaze away at you, what would you do if you 
had a gun? Would you kill in self-defense?" 
The one word answer came back in a flash, 
"Yes!" 

Saturday evening was the busiest time at the 
"White Elephant." The bar was crowded and 



men were elbowing their way through to get 
a drink. The gambling tables were full. Joshiah 
sat on a corner chair, his back to, the wall and 
his eyes taking in a complete sweep of the 
place. Suddenly a bearded giant of a man en- 
tered. In his right hand he held a gun. 

"Going to shoot up this place. Nobody's 
going to stop me." No two stories ever agreed 
about what happened next. Joshiah walked up 
to the man. "Better give me that gun before 
you get hurt," was his friendly suggestion. 

"No milk fed baby going to tell Pete Bur- 
gess what to do. Get out of my way if you 
don't want to get hurt, sonny." As Pete pulled 
back the hammer of his single action Colt, 
Joshiah went into action. Some say he tripped 
Pete. Others say he threw him down. There 
were those who swore Joshiah twisted Pete 
around and pushed him down to the floor. 
But about the final scene they all agreed. Jo- 
shiah had thes gun and took Pete Burgess for 
a walk to the sheriff's office. 

Sheriff Hank Donners looked at Pete. "If 
you want to plead guilty, you can spend a 
night in jail or pay twenty-five dollars. Other- 
wise you stay here for a couple of days until ' 
Judge Coopers arrives," 

"I plead guilty," snapped back Pete. "And 
no hard feelings 'gin this young fellow. Wish 
he would tell me where he learned those tricks 
of his." 

Joshiah laughed. "Willing to oblige. Back in 
California we had a Chinaman cook since I 
was knee high. Seems that in China the re- 
ligious men can't carry swords. They were often 
attacked by bandits. So they developed a way 
of handling armed men. This was later car- 
ried over to Japan and the Japanese added 
some new tricks to it." 

"Mighty obliged," said Pete^ Maybe some 
day you'll teach me those tricks." 

Sheriff Donner walked his young friend to 
the street. "Just one bit of advice. Go easy on 
Marty Corbin if he ever starts anything. The 
old gent founded this town and owns half of 
the Silver Grand Mine and the Bar H Ranch. 
Other half owned by his partner — your boss." 
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Slowly Joshiah retraced liis • steps to the 
"White Elephant." Something was bothering 
him. He had an uneasy feeling there was go- 
ing to be trouble. This warning of the sheriff. , 
And the attitude of his boss about killing in 
self-defense. It added up to what? 

For the next week things were quiet as . he 
sat in his chair and watched. One evening a 
player at one of the poker tables yelled, "You 
are cheating. I saw you pull a card from un- 
der the deck." In a flash, Joshiah was at the 
man's side. He took a derringer away from 
him. "If the dealer cheated you, then., we'll 
see you get justice. But you can't take the law 
into your own hands." A few minutes of friend- 
ly talk, long enough to cool tempers, brought 
the matter to a satisfactory end. 

On the next Saturday evening the place was 
again crowded. Into it came a middle aged 
man, wearing a ait away coat and striped trous- 
ers. On his head was one of the new silk hats. 
He went up to the bar. "Good evening, Mr. 
Corbin, what will you have?" asked the bar- 
tender. "The usual," was the reply and he 
started to diminish the contents of a full bot- 
tle of rye. Then he spun around and pushed 
back his coat. Everyone could see a full "cart- 
ridge belt and a Colt A">. 

"Hear there is a young whimpersnapper in 
this, town who is going to see no man carries 
a gun. Well, I founded this town and still am 
top man. Even if there is such a law, it doesn^t 
apply to me." 

Every eye was on Joshiah. He knew it was a 
challenge and would have to be met. Slowly, 
with deliberate steps he walked up to Marty 
Corbin. "I am certain you would be the last 
person in town to want to violate the law. Give 
me the gun and let's have no trouble." 

"Give you the gun !" shouted the excited 
man, "sure you can have its contents' if you 
try to take it away from me." 

"Don't shoot him, sheriff," Joshiah yelled, 
"He's drunk and doesn't know what he is do- 
ing." Marty spun around and then felt an arm 
around him while another hand was taking 
away his gun. Full of rage he turned to find 
his gun in the hand of the young man. "You're 
not going to get away with this," he snorted. 
Then he walked out of the place. Joshiah hand- 
ed the six-shooter to the bartender. "Give it 
back to him tomorrow when he cools off." 

A half hour later Pete Burgess rushed into 
the place. 'The Old Man is coming back. Got 
another gun and there's trouble in hill). Better 
be careful." 

Joshiah walked up to the bar and stood there 



with his back to it. A six-shooter was pressed 
into his hand by Frank Barons. In a low tone 
he said, "A man has a right to defend him- 
self." 

The door to the "White Elephant" opened. 
Marty was there with his Colt in his hand. He 
fanned the hammer six times but Joshiah re- 
mained unharmed when he should have been 
a corpse. Joshiah levelled his gun at the old 
man who pleaded, "For God's sake, don't kill 
me!" 

There was a deadly silence in the place as 
Joshiah spun around and spotted Barons' be- 
hind the bar. "Watch some shooting," he an- 
nounced. The first bullet went just above Bar- 
on's right ear. The next above .the 'left car. 
"You'll kill me,' cried Baron. "Perhaps' was 
the answer, "And perhaps not. If you don't 
talk I'M kill you. You hired me. so I could 
murder Marty legally. Am I right?" 

Barons bit his lips and had to force out the 
word, "Yes." As Joshiah turned to face Marty, 
Barons went for a six-shooter under the bar. 
He came- up with the gun in his left hand, but 
a bullet from Pete's gun sent him slumping to 
the floor. 

The overland coach was making good time 
with its two passengers. "By tonight we'll be 
at my ranch," said Marty to JoshiaTi who was 
seated next to him. "Never had a son. My 
wife died shortly after our marriage. I'm going 
to treat you like my son. But tell me why you 
suspected Barons. He had a half interest in my 
mine with survivor to take 'all. Pete was my 
body guard and he killed Barons to save your 
life." 

Joshiah smiled at the man who was trying to 
repay a debt of life and death. "Some little 
things made me start thinking. He was awful 
worried whether or not I would kill in self de- 
fense. Of course the gun you carried was giv- 
en to you by Barons who met you on the 
street. It was loaded with blanks. He wasn't 
taking any chances. Suppose one of the shots 
went wild and hit him. And he didn't want me 
hurt because I was to kill you. You fired right 
at me. Underneath my shirt I wore a link metal 
coat given to me by our old Chinese servant. 
I heard nothing resound on the metal or touch 
it. Then I knew when Barons gave me the gun 
what his plan must have been." 

Marty Corbin looked out of the stage coach 
window for a few minutes. He wanted to say 
Something and when he found the words he 
turned to Joshiah. "Thanks son, for saving my 
life. Even though that brought us together, let's 
forget it forever." 

— Harold Cluck 
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LEGENDS*; 




B?AL, ITAU STARTED IW OL' PAUL'S MAIM LUMBER I 
CAMP.. .7H£«£ AU THE L066ER5 WOULD GET UP 
AT TWREE IN THE MORWIWG AND> START WUWDRE05 
OF B*6 LOS FIRES/- 
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-By SIX O'CLOCK 
L1UNDRED5 OF BIG 

pots o' coffee had] 

SEEM MADE. THEN I"" 
EACH POT Wte 
UANDED UPA f 
LADDER--- 



M WHAT 00 YOU THINK THEy WERE COINS W/TU flit THOSE 

POTS O' COFFEE .'.. UAL. THEV WERE PO0RIN6 THEM IN OV 

.— - ^1^, 1 PAUL'S 6IANT CUP WHICH HE HAO UEWED 

:?^^~< .1 FROMA ROCK MOUNTAIN--- 





tffessw.' that's what 

IT TOOK TO MAKE 
OL PAUL OWE CUP OF 
COFFEE EACH MORNING. 




G>L PAUL WOULD OF LIKED TO HAD MORE THAW 
JUST ONE CUP EAC H M0RWIN6 BUT HE REALIZED 
IT WOULD, MEAN — 



IF YOU WILL MELT bOU/IO 
SOME IRON ORE AW' MAKE 
, A LOT OF STEEL SUEETS, 
-.1 PROMISEYOU'LL. 
HAVfi- ALE THE COFFEE 
VOU WANJT.'-.WITH LESS 
WORK EOR TU' LOGGERS 
TOO.' 
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®C PAUL LIKED THE IDeA.AND fWLBED 
MAW BIS SUEETS OF STEEL, -..AW WHAT DO 

you TuiwK the logsers did witu them ft. 
... WAt.THcy got Busy and built th* 

IGGEST COFFCE Pen" THE" WORLD WAD EVER 




■i?HE POT WAS SO ENORMOUS 
TUATITWAS IMPOSSIBLE FORTUE 

lo66ersto nan, so each 

WIGUT, OL' PAUL WOULD RUM 
OVER TO THE NIAGARA PALIS 
TO FILL IT 







©T THREE O'CLOCK THE NEXT MORNING /IT 
A LUMBER CAMPFIFTy MILES TO THE WEST 
OF PAULS CAMP. LOGGERS WERE SETTING 
UP AN' GOING TO WORK, BECAUSE THEy 
THOUGHT THE GLARE IN THE SIC WAS THE 
SUN COMING UP,— BUT IT WAS ONLY THE" 
FIRE: FROM OL' PAULS COFFeCPOT- 




<30 OL' PAUL STARTED OUT 
DETERMINED To FINO ENOUGH , 
COFFEE TO KEEPWI5 BIGPOTGOIN! 
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©L' PAUL SWAM NEARLY EVERY SEA 
AWb WALKED ACROSS MOST EVERY 
CONTINENT BEFORE HE FINALLY 
FOUM> THE BI6 COFFEE FI£L£>5 
OF BRAZIL .' 





6>AUCS WORRIES 



WERE OVER, HE H At PiEWTy OF COFFEF 
WOW.'. BUT THE SEARCH MAC BEEN A LON5 , 
OWE AN'PAULS FEET WAS UURTIN'LIKETUUNbER! 



fi?IS 
T/A. 



IS FEET HURT SO SAb FROM HIS LOWS 
'ALK.TWAT U£ SOAKECi HIS FEET IN OWE 
OFTUE GREAT LAKES ; FOR. THREE BAYS . 





tiO EVER AFTER THAT WHEN THE LOGGERS 
FEET WOULb START TO HURT FROMTOO 
MUCH WALKIN' THEY WOULb SAY THEIR 

"FEET HURT LIKE BUNYANS bib",'.. AW 
SO THAT'S UOW COME FOLKSTD „ 
START SAYIN' THEY HAVE" BUNIONS. 
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WESTERN 
WONDERS 



_ 4t 




JUST BEFORE THE CWILWAR THE ARMY 
TU0U6HT THE CAMEL COULb BE USED OU THET 
WESTERN DESERTS AS THEY ARE USED. IW 
E&YFT AND. OTHER FDREI6N DESERTS,- FOR A 
WUILE THEV THOUGHT THE CAMEL WOULb MAKE 
THE OU> ARMY MULE OS SO LETE . BECAUSE THEY 
COULCs GO LOWGER WITHOUT FOOD AND WATERf.BUT, 
THE SOFT FBDDED FEET OF THE CAMEL WERf 
USED TO THE SANDY DESERTS AND OOULfcW'T TAKE 
THE ROCKY ROUGH DESERTS OF THE" WEST/ 



A-WESTERN 
RIDDLE J 



What to you find, in 

TUE WEST.THATTRAVEISS 
MAWYMILES.BUTHAS 
WO LEGS OR WHEELS? 







VW£" SARRcIL CACTUS HAS BEEtJ KfJOUJfJ TO SAVE 
THE LIVES OF fO£V LOST 0\) THE DESERT ' A - - 
..BECAUSE rmS CACTUS STORES UP MOISTURE/ 




cPait A/^fiftm/— 
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^UEVRIDER WAS A TEXAS. RANGER 
DELIVERING A MESSAGE TO 
COLONEL COOPER— 




HMM.' THERE IS A BAWD OF TWO 
THOUSAND INDIANS KNOWN TO BE 
SYMPATHETIC TO THE NORTH INJ 
THIS AREA, THEY HAVE BEEN PAID 
A LARGE AMOUNT OF MONEY IN 
GOLD COIN BY THE SOERNME/ur WE 
ARE TO 
ATTACK 
THEM 





ftUT MEANWHILE , CHIEF OPOTHLE-YAHOLA 
CHIEF OF THE BAND OF INDIANS. 
WAD SUMMONED HIS SUB-CHIEFS 
AND WAS ALREADY MAKING PLANS 
TO FLEE NORTH/ 

7. 



<AlE INDIANS HAD SEUERAL WAGONS 
AND WERE SOON PACKED* UP AND 
STREAMING NORTH WITH THEIR 

.GOLD COIN FORTUNE-- 

~ /' 

r 




<~^r-s ©UT, BEFORE LONG. COLONEL DOUGLAS COOPER 

■\ J >s ANC> A THOUSAND FOUR. HUNDRED TEXAS 

l>-^ RANGERS WERE HOT ON THEIR HEELS ■ 
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-- LATER THE INDIANS HAD CROSSED fNTO THE" 
TERRITORY WHICH IS NOW THE STATE OF 
OKLAHOMA,-- AND ON THE NI6HT OF NOVEMBER 

THE ISTH IS61 THEY MADE THEIR. CAMP ON SALT », 
CREEK NEAR TWO HILLS CALLED "TWINMOUNDS. 



:. SCOUTS WERE 
POSTED A' TOP THE 
TWIN MOUNDS. -AND 
COULD SEE THE CAMP 
FIRES OF THE RANGERS 
NOT FAR AWAY- - - 




■i?H£ NEXT M0RNIN6 JUST AS THE SOW 
PEEPED UP OU£R THE BLA.CKJACK TRffiS. 
THE RAM6ERS ATTACKED 
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0UIS WAS A STRANSE TWIST OF FATE ....IU THIS 
CASE THE- TABLES WERE TURNE&,--THE' WHITE 
MEN WEREC ATTACKING AW' IMCIAKI WAGON TRAIN/ 



9URIN6THE BATTLE 
THE SUB- CHIEFS WHO 
HADHIDCENTMEGOLti 
WERE KILLEb,--ANI> 
THEIR SECRET WENT 
WITH THEM- — 




-THE INDIANS WERE" 
OEFEATEB.'-TWE CHIEF 
AND THE OTHER SURVIVORS 
ABAWtSONEb THEIR WAGONS 
AND FLED ON TO THE 
PROMISED SAFETy IN 
KANSAS'... ONLY SIX 
RANGERS WERE KILLED 
AND THREE WOUNDED'f 



■-AS FDR THE GOLD, 
..PEOPLE HAVE BEEN 

HUNTIN' IT FORYEARS 
..BUT IT'S STILL 

THERE SOMEWHERE 

AROUND.'TWIN 

MOUNTS.' 




♦TWIN MOUNTS 
ARE LOCATED 
SEVEN MILES 
NORTHWEST OF 
CUSHIW6.0KLA. 



AN' SON, SOME FOLKS SAY THAT ON DARK NIGHTS.TUEY ' 
UAVE HEARD STRANSE NOISES. LIKE LAUGHTER NEAR TWIN 
MOUNDS.'-- OF COURSE IT COULD JUST BE COYOTES OR 
HOOT OWLS, BUT A'CORWN' TO TH' OLD LEGEND IT'S THEM 
INDIAN SUB-CHIEFS, AMUSED OVER THEIR, *- 
LONG KEPT- 
SECRET.' 
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WILD BIU"HICI 

CAME TO PEADWOOD WITH 
A SOMEWHAT EXAGGEE' 
ATED REPUTATION A3 A 
HARD-BOILED KILLER. 



bill's Murder by TACk' 

M"CALL HAS BECOME THE MOST 
CELEBRATED SHOOTING IN THE 
WHOLE HISTORY OF THE WEST 
ON AUGUST 2, 1876, AS WAS HIS DAILY 
CUSTOM, WILD BILL SAT DOWN AT A 
POKER TABLE WITH SEVERAL FRIENDS 
AND FOR THE FIRST TIME IN HIS LIFE 
HE SAT WITH HIS BACK FACING 
THE OPEN DOOP. THE GAME 
HAD BEEN IN PROGRESS LESS 
THAN AN HOUR WHEN- 




HICKOK FELL ONTO 
THE TABLE, AND HIS POKER HAND, 
ACES AND EIGHTS DROPPED GENTLY 
TO THE.FLOORTOBE KNOWN FOR- 
EVER AFTER AT FRONTIER GAME 
LING TABLES AS THE DEAD MAN'S 
HAND." 



TACK M'CALL, A STRANGER IN TOWN 
WALKED OVER FROM THE BAR AND - 
SHOT WILD BILL IN THE BACK OF THE 
HEAD. 
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WESTERN 
WONDERS 







Buy The New 



SUNSET CARSON 
Comics 

At four Local Newsstand 



THRILLING WESTERN 

ADVENTURES 
IN ALL COMICS FORM 



10c 

per copy 
everywhere 
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""«tefofe 

SHERIFF -M86 
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m\J> SILL HEEDEPABtLENE'S PLEAS AHD 
SOON THE OREATE&T OUNFIGHTER OF THEM ALL 
TOOK OFFICE A5 CITY MAR5HALL 

IT'S HOT SOIKG 
TO BE EASY, <rz> 
BILL. GOOD 
I LUCK " 
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I Why don't you try to put 
Some weight on?" 

| v Aw, f guess I was just ^M 
IWurally-born'skinnyl'j 



NOBODY IS JUST "Naturally 




Give Me IS Minutes A Day And I'll 
Give YOU A NEW BODY 



W° 



iling. People used I 
1 augh at my sp i nd I y build . 
1 was ashamed to itrip 
lor sports or for a swim. 
Girts i nickered at me 
behind my bach, Folks 
laid I was just "natu- 
rally-born skinny!" 
Then I discovered my 

building system— "Dyna- 
mic Teniion." And it 
turned me into such a 
complete specimen of 



hold the title, "THE 
WORLD'S MOST PERFECT- (n i, 

LV DEVELOPED MAN." 

WHAT'S MY SECRET? 

When you look in the mirror and 

see a healthy, husky, strapping 

fellow smiling back at you — then your own body. In 
you'll be astonished at how fast time, you'll watch it grow and 
"Dynamic Tension" GETS RE- multiply into real, solid, rippling 
SULTS! LIVE MUSCLE. 





i the privacy of 

- EACH DAY - 

while your scrawny chest 

and shoulder 

gin to swell . . . those 

spindly arms and legs of 

yours bulge . . . and your 

whole body 

full ' - 

energy! 

"Dyn, 
Build; You NATURALLY 

Thousands of other 
fellows are becoming 
marvelous physical spec- 
imens — my way. I give 
gadgets or contraption; 



vith. Yd 



If' lT=-_- ^ -Zr=rJ 
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